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Author's Notes: 


If you haven\'t seen the clip, WATCH IT! Other than the on-screen stuff you can see, none of this actually 
happened. It\'s a big what-if. Both guys are much admired by myself for their musical achievements and no 


harm, insult or offence is intended to either of them. 


They chose Phill Jupitus as team captain for a pretty good reason. 


An easy sense of humour and significant stage presence were only two of the qualifications the plus-size 


comedian brought with him to this frequently rough-and-tumble celebrity music game show. 
He also made a wonderful physical barrier between the contestants. 


He'd had to deal with some catty prima donnas in his time, and a few dickheads who were dying for a chance 


to make a scene and throw in some choice obscenities on a BBC programme. 


Rock ‘n' roll and all that. 


He still couldn't quite believe the line-up they'd chosen for his team today. 

Brian Molko was a handful as it was. The flirty, bratty, androgynous, hedonistic, attention seeking, half- 
American ultimate extrovert, with a hearty track record of shooting his mouth off at opportune moments. 
Okay. 

And Bruce Dickinson. Oh my God. 

Why did they have to be on the same team? Why did they have to be on his team in particular? 

Phill settled himself into his usual seat as the studio audience fell quiet and the cameras prepared to shoot. 
Although flanked by two incredibly short men, he felt like their egos were towering monoliths either side him, 


just waiting to come crashing down and crush him like a flea. 


He caught an incredibly wicked grin from Mark Lamarr, fellow comedian and quizmaster, safely out of the line 


of fire behind his desk. Bastard 


eK 

Brian was smiling. 

Brian was always smiling. He knew it made his black-rimmed eyes sparkle, and gave him licence to let the most 
profane and twisted words drip from his pretty, glossed lips. By the time an unsuspecting victim of his sharp 
tongue realised what he was saying, they had already been distracted by his beguiling looks and were 


thoroughly disarmed. It worked on simply everyone. Man, woman, vegetable, mineral. 


Shocking an ageing 80s heavy metal dinosaur was an opportunity not to be missed. Brian wondered how far he 


could press a bit of playful banter tonight before everything exploded in his face. 
What was amusing him right now was Bruce's height. 


He, after all, was labelled the drug-crazed sex dwarf. But unless he was much mistaken, Iron Maiden legend 


Bruce Dickinson was marginally shorter than him. Well, well. 

RK 

Brian was smiling at him again. 

He didn't consider himself homophobic, in fact he thought of himself as very open minded. 


Yet in keeping with the straight blokes of his generation, and his macho metal image, Bruce got the 


uncomfortable feeling the very openly bisexual singer was coming on to him. 


As a result, instead of becoming the centre of attention himself, as he was accustomed to, he found himself 


acting cold and aloof, almost slipping into the background. 

eK 

Bruce was ignoring him. 

He was amused to begin with, knowing he'd got a reaction, even if it was a passive one. He studied the former 
Iron Maiden frontman more closely. If he cared to admit it, Bruce's confident, controlled masculinity was pretty 


enticing. 


Age had been kind to him. He obviously worked out and kept himself in good shape. Even if he looked more like 
a businessman than a rock singer these days, he radiated power and strength. 


Brian had written him off as a relic of a long-dead musical genre, replaced, in fact, by the slick alternative 


rock played by the likes of Placebo. 


And yet, he felt Bruce still had so much more energy and creativity in him, silent, dormant, waiting to be 
unleashed. 


RK 

Phill thought it was all going surprisingly well, considering. 

So far, neither of his team mates had blown up. Brian was being a girlie starlet, and Bruce was playing it cool. 
It was so much better than open hostility or the other extreme, the two of them trying to outdo each other 
at being outrageous. And then Brian made that comment. 

Innuendo was completely natural to Brian, he was on home turf here. 

So when Bruce made the mock-patronising comment that he should stick his thumb in his mouth like a baby... 
Bingo. 

"Is there anything else you'd like me to stick in my mouth?" he drawled suggestively. 

Brian got a whole second, perhaps two, of wide-eyed Bruce stare before the older man had to turn away, 
embarrassed, to the delight of the laughing audience, pressing his thighs tightly closed, his cheekbones flushing 
uncharacteristically. 

Viewers may or may not be aware, but these celebrity game shows are not filmed in one take. Should someone 


come up with something extremely offensive or defamatory, or get into a serious disagreement, there will be 


a pause in filming until everything is sorted out. This was one of those moments. 


Bruce was laughing it off, but Phill could see the comment had caught him most seriously off guard. 


Brian, he could tell without even looking, was grinning his head off evilly, having just got away with 


embarrassing a star much bigger than himself. 

For one awful moment, he thought Bruce was just going to get up and leave, mucking up the whole episode. 
KEE 

Brian was fucking ecstatic. 


That had worked even better than he could have hoped. Not only did he successfully come out with something 
truly cheeky on television, but he'd seen that look in Bruce's eyes. 


Oh yes. 


Mr Iron Maiden might be a tough guy, but he'd really liked the idea of putting something else in Brian's mouth, 
hadn't he? 


Those dark eyes had flooded with uncontrolled lust, and shaken the normally very composed singer to his core. 
Was it any wonder he'd been embarrassed? This was about far more than simply another man making an 


unwanted pass at him. 


HK 
A short break later, and filming resumed, with plenty more banter. Brian continued to flirt with everyone, 
Bruce recovered sufficient composure to act cool again, and Phill was able to get through the rest of the 


show without having to tear apart two squealing starlets in a cat fight. 


Bruce was bloody glad to return to his dressing room, pleased for once to be out of the glaring lights. Better 


still, he was relieved to be away from Brian 


Being made to look a pillock by a mischievous younger musician might have annoyed him, but anger wasn't the 


thing that concerned him most. He was still rattled by his reaction to Brian's comment. 
There was a soft knock at the door, and he knew before he answered who it was. 

"Hi." 

The bright, seductive eyes looked up from under dark lashes. 


Bruce found himself leaning on the door frame trying to act casual. "Hi." 


"Can | come in and talk to you?" 

It would, after all, have been rude to say no. He walked into the room, waving Brian in 

"Sure, what can | do for you, Brian?" He could have shot himself as soon as he'd said it. 

The younger man softly shut the door, and slid the bolt home behind him 

"The question is, what can | do for you, Bruce?" 

Brian walked slowly, swaying his svelte hips slightly, to where the older singer was now standing defiantly 


He was damned if he was going to back away from this impudent youngster. Bruce Dickinson has been around 
long enough to know how to deal with brats like this and stand his ground. 


Brian wasn't going to be beaten, either. He continued walking all the way up to Bruce, and stretched elegant 


fingers out to touch Bruce's side. 


Bruce flinched involuntarily but held his ground, eyes boring back into the beautiful liquid blue gaze. The eyelids 


closed dreamily, lashes fluttering. Brian allowed a sigh to escape his parted lips. 
Fuck it 


Whatever he did, he was screwed. He could push Brian away, tell him he wasn't interested, he was a straight 
bloke. And watch Brian leave the room, smiling in triumph, in the knowledge that he'd manage to freak out one 


of the toughest blokes in rock music. 


Or he could give in to Brian's bold advances and let the younger man seduce him. Let's face it, his body was up 


for it. Literally. It wasn't every day someone had the courage to proposition him. It was immensely flattering. 
Seeing no sign of Bruce moving away, Brian moved further into his space, pressing his body lightly against the 
firm muscle, lazily trailing his varnished nails across the warm chest he could feel through the soft fabric. 
He brought his hips against Bruce's, pushing gently, and snaked his other arm around Bruce's waist. 

"Mmm, that body feels as good as it looks," he purred. 

Bruce responded at last, shoving himself forward against the slender form, both powerful hands coming up to 
grasp Brian's hips. A wounded gasp trailed from Brian's lips, and Bruce tilted his head and moved in swiftly to 


cover the feminine mouth with his own. 


Brian's fingers raked across Bruce's back as he savoured the scrape of short stubble against his mouth. 


The forceful tongue penetrating his mouth yanked a moan from his throat, causing his already hard and 
dripping cock to jump. Grinding his hips against the stronger man, Brian slipped a slender hand up under Bruce's 


shirt, and stroked his fingertips through the hair he found on the broad chest. 


Bruce heaved in a breath of surprise. 


Fuck, that felt good 


Taking a step forwards, he barged Brian backwards. Somehow it was gratifying to feel the decidedly male 
strength brazenly pushing back against him. A low growl of dominance rumbled in his chest, and he clamped 
one hand to the back of Brian's delicate neck, trapping him in the fierce kiss. 


God he wanted more of this 


Not disappointed by Bruce's rough handling, Brian pulled on the other man's shoulder, drawing him back with 
him as he stepped backwards towards the wall. Bruce complied by marching him back to the hard surface, 
slamming Brian's slim back against it and pinning him there with his hips. 


The jolt knocked the breath from Brian's lungs with a gasp. Before he could resume the kiss, Bruce's jaw was 
shoving his out of the way, and kissing his neck, worrying the sensitive flesh with his teeth. 


The grating of the hard body against him was driving Brian fucking crazy, he wanted him, he fucking wanted 


him now. 


And suddenly Bruce was pulling back, his grin almost cruel, his eyes triumphant. Brian could only sag against 
the wall and try to get his breath back as he watched Bruce step back, carefully undo his belt, and slowly 
draw down the zip of his jeans, staring intently at him all the while. 


It seemed Mr Dickinson fully intended taking him up on his earlier offer. 


Brian rubbed the heel of his hand against his own confined cock, noting the dark, wet patch at the front of 
Bruce's jeans. Bruce allowed the jeans to slide down and fall in a pool at his feet, then casually stepped out of 
them and forward into Brian's space. He pushed the dark head southwards, his lips tightening. 


Brian dropped to his knees, having to grab hold of Bruce's powerful thighs to stop himself overbalancing. He 
didn't have a moment to steady himself before the heat and warm, masculine scent of Bruce's groin was 
pressed right against his face, the straining, hard flesh all too obvious in the black briefs. 


Brian nuzzled the erect organ through the material, knowing fine well how good that must feel to the older 
man. Bruce grunted and tried to thrust forward again, but Brian had braced his arms against his hips, stopping 
the movement. 


Looking down in frustration, Bruce's gaze was met by those obscenely cunning eyes once more. He stilled his 
raging body, watching with intense focus as Brian hooked his fingers under the elastic and deftly pulled down 


the briefs with experienced finesse. 


Bruce hissed a long breath, watching Brian move in with agonising slowness. The pink lips barely grazed the 
exposed head of his cock, making him groan against his will. Brian's smug smile reappeared, he rocked back 


gently before again making his descent to Bruce's sensitive cock. 


There was a hint of wetness and heat this time, the very tender lap of a tongue, then the contact was gone 
again. Bruce moaned louder this time, leaning on his hands against the wall. He resisted the urge to grab the 
kneeling man's head and ram his cock forward, hard, instead stilling his hips and allowing Brian to get on with 


his task. 


Brian's own cock, still trapped in tight jeans, was weeping and throbbing below. But the thrill of the act he was 
performing was good enough for now. He could wait to touch himself later, this experience was one he would 


store away in his mind, to replay in his head and enjoy for the rest of his life if needs be. 


Drawing in the smell of Bruce's male scent, he moved his mouth in again, this time taking the swollen flesh into 
his mouth completely. Bruce had an impressive cock, not very long, but thick and veined. The same dark hair 


he had on his chest and legs nestled around the broad root. 


Brian savoured a moment to lean back and lick his lips greedily for Bruce to see, a drop of sticky wetness on 


the tip of his tongue, before he plunged down again 


Bruce gave another guttural moan as his inflamed cock was swallowed in the hot, tight wetness of this man's 
mouth. He felt the drag of Brian sucking the length of his shaft, bringing yet more blood rushing into the 
engorged organ, something he didn't think possible. 


He was thrusting his hips slightly, thighs spread, and he took hold of the other man's head with both hands. 
Brian grinned around Bruce's cock, feeling the older man really getting into this now. So much for the manly 


straight guy. 


Urging Bruce on, Brian slid his fingers up the back of Bruce's thighs, squeezing them, encouraging him to 
thrust rhythmically. 


He slid his lips up and down the shaft, pace quickening, swirling his tongue around the sensitive, dribbling tip, 
now coloured an angry purple. Bruce scarcely noticed the nimble fingers squeezing higher and higher. He threw 


back his head, leaning heavily on one arm, the other clasping Brian's head to him, wanting more and more. 


Mouth full of thrusting cock, Brian knew Bruce would never accept what he'd like to do to him. He liked to 
dream, though. Moving carefully so his very aroused partner would not catch on too quickly, he allowed his 
hands to slip higher up the back of Bruce's taut thighs. Mmm, nice toned muscle, sloping up towards.. 


Oh fuck! That was one hell of an arse. 
Tensing rhythmically and absolutely rock hard. Brian could not have prised his fingers between the firm cheeks 


if he'd tried. 


He swore if he'd tried to smack Bruce across the arse (delicious thought by the way) it would hurt him a lot 
more than it did Bruce. 


Almost lost in the intense arousal that blazed in him, Bruce became distantly aware Brian's hands were on his 


backside. Handling, kneading, stroking. That was fucking wrong 

His bare arse never felt so exposed and vulnerable. And it only fuelled the torrent of lust through him. 

Brian wanted to touch himself so badly. As much as he didn't want to take his hands off Bruce's arse, he slid 
one hand down the muscled leg, continuing onto his own black-clad thigh. Allowing his nails to scrape up his own 
leg, he moved his hand over his body. 


He knew Bruce could see him touching himself. He wasn't backing out at this late stage, though. 


Brian managed to slip his hand under the low-slung waist of his jeans, and under his boxers. The touch of his 
hand on his own cock almost made him come, his cry muffled by the hard thrust of Bruce into his mouth. 


So good Now, where were we? 
It was Bruce's turn to groan when he felt Brian's other hand grasp and pinch his arse really hard. 


Little bastard 


He twisted his free hand in Brian's hair and began hammering his cock into the wet mouth carelessly, pistoning 
his hips into the sweet face beneath him. 


Mmm, keeping it coming Bruce, | want fo see you come with your dick buried in my mouth, 


Brian had the ache building in his balls already, but he knew how to keep it at bay until just the right moment. 


Bruce, on the other hand, was losing control fast. 


The talented mouth wrapped around his cock felt just perfect. Every single thrust in, he felt the engorged 
head penetrating wet flesh. Every pull out, he felt a long drag that made him swell and throb. That utterly 


indecent touching of his backside forced yet more stimulation through his seared nerve endings. 


He barely had time to register his body's responses before his balls smoothly drew up to his body, and an 
explosion of pure pleasure burst from his groin, ripping through his full body. 


Brian was surprised just how quickly Bruce had come. Boy, was it a sight to behold. The older man flung his 
head back, shouting, every tendon standing out in his neck. 


The violent spurt into his mouth triggered Brian's own response. His eyes rolled back and closed as the intense 
bolt of electricity shot through him. He rammed his cock hard, once, twice, into his own hand, his cries muffled 


because Bruce was holding his jaw firmly shut as his come surged again and again into his mouth. 
Bruce was still buried to the hilt in Brian's mouth, holding the now aching jaw still in a rigid grip, when Brian 
regained his senses. He looked up to see Bruce's face contorted, his eyes clamped shut, his mouth twisted in a 


snarl, slowing recovering his breath. 


It felt like an eternity before Bruce finally relaxed his hold and let go. He opened his eyes and took in the sight 
before him, his softening cock slipping from the dripping mouth. 


Brian's lips were swollen and Bruce's come was running down his chin. His eyes looked spent and exhausted. 


They were watering from the savagery of Bruce's onslaught, the eyeliner starting to run down his cheeks. 


Brian's hand was still stuffed into his pants, where a spreading wet patch could be seen Bruce was too sated 


right now to be horrified by this debauched scene. 


Without a word, he stooped to recover his jeans, looking all the while at Brian. It occurred to him he should 


really help the other man up off the floor. 


Brian gratefully took the strong hand, and clasped his other hand on the forearm to steady himself and he 
hauled himself up off his bruised knees. 


"Thanks," he said softly, momentarily catching Bruce's eyes again. 
Bruce murmured something in response but his voice was scarcely audible. 


Barely a word passed between then, and certainly no more challenging stares or provocative comments, as 


each man cleaned himself up. Silence reigned. They rearranged their clothing, and tidied up the room, exhausted. 
Brian leaned in close to one of the lit mirrors, removing the ruined eye make-up with a tissue and applying a 
fresh layer. He applied another coat of pale lip shine to his battered lips, too, Bruce watching him from the 


corner of his eye. 


The whole bloody room smelt of sex. Bruce thoughtfully gave the air a few blasts of antiperspirant spray, 
hoping it would be enough to hide the evidence. 


It wouldn't do for half of the BBC to find out what had happened here, now would it? 


RRR 


Phill Jupitus was waiting for his taxi home at the VIP entrance to the studio, the cool evening air a blessed 
relief after all that hot studio lighting. 


There were a few cars waiting to pick up various producers, execs, and of course the celebrities who had been 
the game show panellists tonight. 


He noticed an understated figure in a dark jacket walking down the steps off to the left of him, and caught a 
glimpse of the face in the meagre artificial light. Bruce. Looking very serious, at that. 


The singer raised his eyebrows in recognition, then looked off to the other side of Phil, before making his exit 
into the night. 


Phil turned to see the unmistakable form of Brian, in a long coat, walking off in the opposite direction, not 
looking back. 


Rumour was already spreading that these two had had a major row in the dressing room after the show. 


Bloody rock stars. 


Hopefully next week, the BBC would pick some nice bitchy pop divas for his team instead. 


